A MATTER OF NO IMPORTANCE

Decima's hand, longing to bite it and make her
scream, and submitted to more kisses from the mer-
chant as well as being called, very solemnly, his dear
son. He went out past Rudd: 'Good luck!' he said,
and put his two hands a moment on his shoulders.
He felt himself watched out of the room, and, as he
rode back, realized that Rudd had been trembling
all over and that his fists had been violently clenched.
However, he supposed everything would be all right.
Why shouldn't it be? After all - it was ridiculous of
Decima being jealous of that slave. Even she must
see that.

That spring and summer were trying too. There
were no set battles, but long intolerable skirmishing
with the last of the scattered rebels. It ended at last,
and Gaul was peaceful; Csesar had made a complete
job of his victory and the Tribune was eager to get
back to work against him in Rome. He had arranged
by letter that the marriage should take place as soon
as he was back; he wanted to be sure of the money;
it was even conceivable that Decima might be
improved after nine months' absence.

Also, he thought, quite surprisingly often, that it
would be fun to see Rudd again. He had forgotten
about him quite satisfactorily most of the time, except
that the Gallic slave he had now was annoying
because he was in some ways the same but actually
very unlike, sulky and tame in his heart, and heavy-
footed. Every now and then he had wondered what
was happening to Rudd and wished he could have
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